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ished my letter to you, I went to the post office, and they
told me that there were no letters for me. I tottered on my
legs, I could not believe it. I thought you were sick, dying.
For about an hour I walked in the garden, trembling all over.
Then I went to the roulette and lost everything. ... I went
back to my room, and then went out again to pawn my
watch. Hear me, the gambling is finished, I will return as
quickly as possible. Send me therefore immediately, as soon
as you get this letter, twenty ducats."
Having sent this supplication, Dostoevsky went back to
the roulette and risked ten gulden of the twenty he still had.
Chance favored him for a moment, and he won three hun-
dred gulden. But instead of going home, he risked all he had
won, and lost. "I realize that I can do nothing if you cannot
endure my absence and if you are so worried about me. Just
think a little, my darling! My own worry about our separa-
tion prevented me from finishing this accursed gambling
profitably and returning to you, because my mind was not at
rest. . . . Twenty times on approaching the gambling table
I told myself that if one plays calmly, with composure and
reflection, there is no possibility of losing."
Anna Grigorievna sent the twenty ducats, and on May 25
went to the station to welcome her prodigal husband. But
Fedya was not on the train. The young woman was in a
panic. When she returned home, she was handed a letter
dated May 24.
"Anna, my friend, my wife," Dostoevsky wrote to her,
"forgive me and do not call me a scoundrel. I have com-
mitted a crime, I have lost everything that you sent me, ev-
erything, down to the last penny. I received the money yes-
terday, and yesterday I lost it. Anna, how can I face you?
What will you think of me? The only thing that frightens